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STORIES AND PLAYS OF KNIGHTS AND YEOMEN

JOAN.   0 husband, how can you remember
my foolish words like that?   I pray thee tell
me thy song.
COBBLER (singing):

Though now I sit within my stall,

Old shoes and slippers mending,
I to the court shall have a call,
There are my hopes depending.

For I'm as bold as bold can be,
No cobbler e'er was ruder;

I have the favor, as all may see,
Of honest Harry Tudor.

He gives me forty marks a year,
And that's a deal of treasure;

Besides all this, I have no fear,
But I'll at court have pleasure.

While here I sit within my stall,

Upon my king I think;
His kindness I to mind do call

Whene'er I eat or drink.

His kindness was to me so great,
The like was never known;

His kindness I will- still repeat,
And so shall my wife Joan.

COBBLER AND JOAN (together, hand in hand,
bow to the company):

His kindness was to me so great,

The like was never known;

His kindness I will still repeat,

And so shall my wife Joan.

[They bow and retire.]

Curtain

A TYPICAL FESTIVAL STREET SCENE OF THE MIDDLE AGES
A distinguished nobleman is going through the streets with canopy over his head and retinue escorting him.  The common
people greet him with shouts and rejoicing.